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menacingly, dragging their brown tails irntatingly low, their
edges turning a sugary whiteness.
The detachment crossed a rivulet and pressed into a
poplar wood. Before the wind the leaves revealed their
milky-blue undersides and murmured in deep tones. Some-
where beyond the river Khoper a slanting, sleety rain was
scattered from the white fringes of the clouds, and the
colourful hues of a rainbow appeared on its curtain.
They spent the night in a lonely little village, Gregor
saw to his horse, then went out into the garden of his
quarters. His host, an elderly, curly-haired oossack, told
him anxiously
" You see that beehive ? I bought the swarm the other
day, and now for some reason all the young ones are dying
off. Look, the bees are dragging them out/' They halted
by a log hive, and he pointed to the opening. With the low
buzzing, the bees were bringing out the young ones' bodies
and flying off with them.
The master regretfully screwed up his eyes and bitterly
smacked his lips. He had a jerky walk, and swung his arms
violently and awkwardly. Gregor staled at him with a
vague feeling of dislike.
Gregor sat down in the kitchen to chink tea sweetened
with thick, sticky honey like glue* The honey smelt sweetly
of herbs and meadow flowers. The tea was poured out by
the master's daughter, a tall, handsome soldier's wife. Her
husband had retreated with the Keels, and so her lather was
conciliatory and peaceable. He did not appear to notice
his daughter's swift glance under her lashes at Gregon She
stretched out her hand for the tea-pot, and Gregor saw the
gleaming, curly black hair in her armpits, More than once,
his eyes met her groping, inquisitive glance, and he thought
she flushed and smiled warmly as their oyes crossed,
" I'll make your bed up in the front room/' she said after
the tea, and went to fetch a pillow and rug. As she psisscd
him she scorched him with an openly hungry glance, While
puffing up the pillow she saicl hurriedly and quietly, as
though the matter were of no import ; " 1 sleep under the
shed. It's stifling in the hut, and the fleas bite. . , /'
Gregor removed only his boots, and as soon as he hoard
the old cossack snoring he went to her under the shed. She
made room for him at her side, drew the sheepskin over